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bought along the Vicus Tuscus, and lifted up the gold-
tasselled leather-hangings. Thank luno it wasn't a long
procession. She saw a brawny Dardanian slave staring at
her and passing his tongue along his lips. She flushed. How
dare the man. It was one thing to give a slave at home orders
for one's amusement, another thing for a matron to be stared
at in public. Trash, lower your eyes, or 1*11 buy you and have
them poked out. Her elbow was stiff and cramped.

Pass by, Old Year. Be off to the dirty Oscans. Be off
anywhere else, and leave Rome, the capital of the world, to
its prosperous New Year. In a few days Caesar sets out to
conquer the East. He* 11 bring home the wealth of the
Persians and Indians; and Rome will be safe and rich for
ever. So swore the veterans^ who had trooped along to
Rome to give their old general a good send-off", as now they
came staggering out of the taverns, wiping their lips on the
back of their hands, to see the dying Year go past, the old
man of the Earth, the Fox in the Corn, the Enemy,

"Hey, there goes the King of Parthia!" they bawled.
''Give him a good kick for Caesar* Tread on him. Free
drinks for all and a world worth living in! **

The lady hastily closed her litter-curtain and sat nervously
stroking the silk* What was going to happen to the world?
There was no respect anywhere. Her nail caught in a tight
knot and almost pulled out the thread, O had she spoilt the
cloth? If she had, she'd give someone a bad time when she
reached home*

The soldiers were throwing coins to the boys, "A gold*
piece for the one that kicks him in the guts and lays him out.'*

The Old Year passed the corner and was gone* Grumbling,
the soldiers retreated to the tavern.% arms about one another's
shoulders, The crowd wavered and melted away* The
stall-owners were counting goods* Pickpockets slid behind
pillars to examine their pilferings. The slaves at the shop*
doors called once again the goods for sale within. The
girls with whitdead-caked faces chattered back into the
dens under the Circus. A kindly hawker threw some slop*
water in the face of an old woman who had fainted* A
#maE girl was wailing for her lost mother. The market
settled down once mote to business*